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CHRISTMAS. 


To all his fellow Christians and Bob 
Ingersoll, Tue JuDGE wishes a merry Christ- 
mis. 

He wishes it indifferently to people of all 
shades of political opinion. He wishes it to 
Republicans, Democrats, Independents, and 
Carl Schurz. 

That shows what a good Christian THE 
JUDGE is, but then most everybody is a good 
Some of 
Dickens’ characters were not, it is true, but 


Christian about Christmas time. 


then they generally repented of it, and be- 
came so afterwards. In any case, they had 
a grievously bad time, and set forth, by the 
contrast of their misery, the joviality and 
good fellowship of those who were good, 
orthodox, eat-plenty, have-a-splendid-time, 
Dickensonian, Christmas-keeping Chris- 
tians. 

Christmas is remarkable for a great many 
things. About this time your children sing 
carols abounding in statements which may 
have eighteen-hundred 
and eighty odd years ago, but which have 
discounted in church fifty-two 
It is also a season 
only less fatal than Thanksgiving to the 
turkey; and many a young and lusty gob- 
bler had congratulated himself on 
having safely passed through the epidemic 
that prevailed during the last week in No- 
vember, and had looked forward to a long 
lease of life, is hanging in the poulterer’s, or 
cooling off in the household refrigerator at 
this moment. 

People do not, we suppose, eat any more at 
Christmas than they do at any other time; but 
most people eat a great deal at any time 
when they can get it, and on Christmas day 
they make a greater fuks about it than usual. 


been news some 


all been 
times a year ever since. 


who 





| they look forward to. 


THE JUDGE. 


Consequence is, turkey; consequence is, roast 
sucking pig; consequence is, beef and plum 


weird and horrible dreams. 

Consequence is, also, bills which, asa rule, 
are larger, and fatter, and uglier, and more 
to be dreaded in the first week of January, 
than at any other time. 

Christmas is also remarkable for presents. 
You give all you can afford to everybody you 
can think of, and send Christmas Cards 
to the rest, and trust to luck to get it 
back. It is very like casting your bread on 
the waters, with the difference that the 
whole of the text does not apply. Many a 
young man’s faith in humanity, and respect 


for the contemporaneous generation have | 


received their first rude shock on Christmas 
day. 

Withal, Christmas day has its advan- 
tages. It resembles Sunday in that the 
churches are all open, and you can’t be 
dunned. It resembles Saturday, in that 
there are matinees at most of the theatres; 
and it resembles Thanksgiving, in that you 
are expected to eat an aldermanic dinner. 

But the best point about Christmas day, 
to THE JuDGE’s mind, is that the children, 
God bless them, have a royal good time once 
a year at least; and many a scarred and 
weather-beaten man and woman to-day look 
back to the Christmases in the long ago, 
with the grateful memory that travellers 
might have of a few pleasant halting places 
in a very long and weary journey. It is the 
children’s carnival, and they might as well 
enjoy it, for life is bound to be a very dismal 
Lent to some of them. So THE JupGE 
advises everybody to do all that is possible to 
make the day bright and pleasant in his or 
her home, especially if there be children 
around; and, in making others happy, the 
day will pass quickly and pleasantly, and be 
indeed to you and yours what The JupGE 
sincerely wishes to his readers and to other 
folks’ readers:— 


A MERRY CHRISTMAS. 





THE POLITICAL SANTA CLAUS. 


It is not only thechildren that are expect- 
ing the visit of Santa Claus in this merry 
Christmas time. ‘‘ Men are but children of 
a larger growth,” and, as far as gifts are 
concerned, men are in advance of children 
only in the nature and extent of the presents 
In the present, as in 
the past, men in general, and politicians in 
particular, are after all they can get. In 
the future it may be different—this way the 
millenium lies—but never a Christmas has 
dawned for more than aquarter of a century 
of which a large and esteemed section of our 
citizens expected so much. Victory lies 
with the Democratic battalions, and with 
victory, as the great teachers of that politi- 
cal creed have told us, gothe spoils. Surely, 
surely, Santa Claus will bring something 
worth firing down their chimneys this year 

,? ' 


ht'least. © '''' °° 








The Santa Claus pictured by hopeful 





| party men looks very much like Governor 
pudding, and mince pie, and dyspepsia, and | 


Cleveland. He carries in his pack gifts 
suitable for all grades of political aspirants, 
but as there are considerably more aspirants 
than there are gifts, some of them, (the 
aspirants, not the gifts) are sure to get left. 
The outlook for the Independents, for in- 
stance, is dismal in the extreme. No merry 
Christmas for them, THE JuDGE fears. They 
have wrecked their party, and are debarred 
even from the wrecker’s privilege. They 
have the stain of foul treachery on their 
souls, and not a red cent of profit wherewith 
to stifle conscience and drown recollection. 
They look with longing, unsatisfied eyes on 
the Santa Claus of the hour. They see him 
fill the coffers of the hungry Democrats, ’till 
the wealth of presents shows even beyond 
the coping of the chimneys, and his plethoric 
pack is wofully flattened, but still no word 
or sign of recognition for the Independents. 
Meanwhile, they have been drummed out of 
every Republican club which their treachery 
has disgraced, and still they receive no notice 
from Cleveland—no gifts or promise of gifts 
from the Presidential Santa Claus. What 
can it mean? 

It means, Messieurs Bolters (and it is with 
sincere sympathy THE JUDGE thus expounds 
it) it means that you are overtaken by the 
common fate of all traitors; you are spurned 
by the party you have betrayed, you are 
despised and ignored by the party you have 
served; in a word, you are severely and 
unmistakably /eft, and, so far, it has not 
been such a very cold winter, either. 





DEMOCRACY AT WASHINGTON. 


AmonG the many changes which the 
inauguration of a Democratic President may 
be expected to bring about, not the least 
strange and striking will be the change 
effected in society at the national capital. 
After the fourth of March, Mr. and Mrs. 
Florence may shelve their famous play, ‘“‘ The 
Mighty Dollar,” or get it twisted ’round to 
suit the times, for it will no longer be a 
caricature of Washington life. Out march 
the Republicans, after a quarter of a centu- 
ry’s occupation, and in march the Democrats 
to stay as long as they can. New faces. in 
the streets, new clerks in the offices, new 
names in the Directory; these will be some 
of the effects. 

We presume the high-toned chivs from the 
South will give the stamp and tone to society. 
It will, at least, be new and distinctive. 
Shoddy Democracy and shoddy Republican- 
ism are pretty much alike; but they used to 
breed ladies and gentlemen in the South, 
and, if the art be not lost, the South should 
send a contingent that will adorn Washing- 
ton. We do not look for much at the hands 
of the President-elect—less even in social 
matters than in any other direction. Gov- 
ernor Cleveland is not a society man; he 
describes himself, or has been described by 
an intimate friend, who may be credited 















































THE JUDGE, 

















with knowing him thoroughly, as being per- 
fectly oblivious of appearances, in no wise 
tied down by social law, but being a law 
unto himself. We can readily believe this, 
for many peculiar incidents in his career at 
once suggest themselves in corroboration. 
Mr. Cleveland’s idea, according to the author- 
ity indicated, is, that whatever he does is 
right—a very comfortable creed, but not one 
that qualifies him to shine in social circles, 
where this gorgeous egoism would find 
itself more or less trammelled by etiquette. 

But, in any event, the change at Washing- 
ton will be great. Old customers will be 
struck off the tradesmen’s books, and 
new ones substituted. The very atmosphere 
of the place will be changed. ‘There will be 
mighty shifting around among the great 
population of clerks—male and female. And, 
after a while, the city will get used to it, as 
the country will be compelled to get used to 
things of greater moment, and all will be as 
if no change had swept over the land. 
all, it is all included in the law of compensa- 
tions, and Democracy will not enjoy her first 
ball at Washington any the less that she is 
introduced by Grover Cleveland, and has 
had so many postponements and disappoint- 
ments. 
Bull will be there to open the ball with fair 
Democracy. 





COMSTOCK AND THE “WORLD.” | 


Mr. ANTHONY 
been dividing his time between an endeavor 
to point out to a jury the indecency of a 
photograph of an actress in tights, and a 
searching inquisition into the hidden im- 
morality of the World advertisements. The 
latter attempt has been more successful, 
and it appears to have been established 


that a traffic of a very shameful nature has | 


been for some time more or less openly 
conducted 
esteemed contemporary. Willing toaid Mr. 
Comstock in his good work, THE JUDGE has 
clipped from the World two very doubtful 
advertisements, and presents them here with 
a request for explanation. The first reads: 


‘* WanTED—An oyster and chop-house waiter.’ 


This is suspicious on its face. When aman 
wants an oyster, he goes and buys it, and 
does not advertise for it. An oyster is cheap 
enough—cheaper even then an advertisement 
in the World. The ‘‘chop-house waiter ” 
part is intelligible, but surely there is some- 
thing suspicious—something more than ap- 
pears upon the surface, in an advertisement 
reading, ‘‘ Wanted, an oyster.” 

The second advertisement is more enig- 
matical still. It reads: 

‘*WaNnTED.—A young man to sleep and make 
himself generally useful in an undertaker’s store.” 

A young man to sleep in an undertaker’s 
store! But who sleeps in an undertaker’s, 
save those who have sunken into the final 
sleep that knows no waking? This is a 
covert and periphrastic advertisement for a 





After | 


We have no doubt but that John | 


Comstock has, of late, 


through the columns of our | 





A PARTING SHOT. 





CLEVELAND’S CHRISTMAS DREAM. 





corpse. - For what purpose? Horror con- 
geals the blood in the presence of this dread 
inquiry. Mr. Comstock must explain. The 
great enemy of vice and crime shall have our 
most active assistance in tracing down these 
ghouls, who use the columns of our contem- 
porary to advertise for oysters and corpses. 

But stay; perhaps it is another campaign 
lie. Perhaps “oyster” is Democratic slang 
for “an office,” and the young man to sleep 
in the undertakers must be—yes, it must be, 
George William Curtis. 





POOR BURCHARD. 


THE Rev. Dr. BurcHARD has been the | 
best abused man in the United States ever 
since election. And all for what? Because | 
he was too fond of alliteration, and takes 
undue pleasure in rolling his R’s—a serious | 
fault in an orator. Yet, if he had stopped | 





happy, should tend to console him. 


further—perhaps he would have carried it 
down to the North River, and dumped it and 
himself overboard together. To ‘“ Rum, 
Romanism and Rebellion,” he might, in the 





light of subsequent developments, have . 


added, ‘‘Remorse, Repentance and Ridi- 
cule.” In fact, he might have done a great 
many things which he did not do. He 
might, for instance, have held his tongue. 
There is one man, at any rate, who ought 
to be sincere and earnest in wishing Dr. 
Burchard a merry Christmas, and that man 
is Grover Cleveland. We do not believe 
that the reverend Doctor’s Christmas will be 
a merry one, in any case, but perhaps the 
thought that he has made one man—and 
that man is Grover Cleveland—supremely 
And, 
meanwhile, there is a little pamphlet whose 


| perusal might cheer Dr. Burchard’s medita- 
tive Yule tide, and whose contents might 


bring him wisdom, if not comfort. The 


to consider the consequences of his words, | title is something like this, ‘‘Think twice 
he could have carried his alliteration much before you speak once.” 
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SHANTYVILLE 


In Leap Year. 
I LOVED you, yes, once, I confess, 
Sut is it strange that minds should range 
And love should change and turn to rueing? 
I own you've youth, beauty and truth, 
But my thought whirls, my fancy swirls 
When other girls are ’round me wooing. 


For half a score knock at my door; 
I know them well; they’re affable 
And weave a spell with all their graces, 
And, artlessly, they flatter me; 
I sit and hear each charming dear, 
Quite spoilt, I fear, with all their praises. 


Ah, many a maid has vowed and prayed 
That, if I'd be her husband, she 

Would willingly, through life, support me; 
I checked the sigh, blushed and looked shy, 
For my papa and my mama 

Are rather raw on those who court me. 


“Throw not,” they say, ‘“‘ your hand away 
On any who would come to woo, 
Till time shows you how they are stationed.” 
And I have told them all, I’d hold 
My answer for a month or more, 
To think it o’er, if they’d be patient. 


Yes, it is strange how things will change; 
Last year, I know, I wooed you so, 
But you said no, and with a Mister, 
You'd hold me still as brother Will. 
This year amends; for you love ends; 
We'll still be friends—I'll call you sister. 
A. W. BELLAW. 





‘“* MIND your eye,” said the boy-bedeviled 
pedagogue; “‘ there’s a pupil in it.” 


“‘Or late years,” says Mrs. Partington, 
‘my physician has taken to confounding 
his own physics.” 


“Mama don’t like me to go out on a windy 
day,” said Angela. ‘‘ My eye-lashes do get 
in such a tangle.” 


‘*The last straw that breaks the camel’s 
back.” Would it break any other camel’s 
back though? If so, where is it to be had, 
and how should it be applied? 
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PRECAUTIONS. 


| Journal of Young Sawbone’s Bride. 
| —— 
| Dec. 14TH—My journal and my darling 
| pet Nervy have both been neglected fora few 
_days. So has Edward, but to make up for 
deficiences I’ve bought Nervy a new blanket 
,and collar for his Christmas, and I’ve 
ordered a new and elegant smoking jacket 
| for Edward. As I had no money, Pre had 
| the things charged, and I trust the Lord 
will provide some way to pay forthem. I 


| also hope he’ll provide a cook, for such a 
| time as I’ve had in the kitchen no one 
| knows. 


The two young men boarders arrived ac- 
cording to expectation. They are real nice, 
perfect gentlemen, and one of them is down- 

| right handsome. Even Edward can find no 
fault with them, but the very first night 

| they arrived the ccok went and got herself 
into a beastly state of intoxication. 

I couldn’t account for her strange actions 
at all, until I accidently smelled her breath, 

_ and then, asshe commenced to stagger around 
the room, the horrible truth was forced upon 
me. Of course, I discharged her on the 
spot, but she paid no attention to anything 
I said, and Edward had finally to call a 
policeman. Since then we’ve been having 
our meals sent in from a _ neighboring 
restaurant—all but the coffee and tea that I 
make myself, and I’ve burned my fingers 
three times every day. Of course, this is a 
very expensive way to live—considering we 
have the two young gentlemen to provide 
for, but I don’t care, I’m not going to worry 
/any more. I'll get a cook as soon as I éan, 
/and that’s all I can do. As long as the 
young men are satisfied, I can’t see that Ed- 
ward needs to find fault. 

He is out almost every night in the week, 
and it is astonishing how many clinics and 
medical meetings he finds to go to. 

Dec. 16th—Edward was out again last 
evening as usual, and our new boarder, the 
nice looking one, asked me to go to the opera 
with him. I went, and oh, the perfidy of 
man—-there was Edward leaning over a 
dreadfully decolletee woman in a box. He 
was in a dress suit, and I don’t see how he 
| got into it without my knowing it. He 
i didn’t have it on at dinner, and he must 








have slipped up stairs while we were taking 
coffee. He had his overcoat on when he 
came down, and said he was going to a 
society meeting. Society meeting indeed. 

Mr. Smith and I got home first. In fact, 
Edward didn’t arrive till after the clock had 
struck two. I didn’t tell him I’d been to 
the opera at all, but I asked him, next 
morning, about his meeting. His remarks 
were absolutely sickening. He said the sub- 
ject up for discussion was one affected with 
Phthisis. Lasked him what PAthisis was, 
and he said, Consumption. I suppose the 
‘subject ” was the woman in the Sox, but 
I saw no signs of wasting away in her. 

I told him he appeared very much inter- 
ested in the ‘‘ subject,” and I asked him if 
it was customary for doctors to go in full 
dress to society meetings. ‘This question em- 
barrassed him, but just then Mary came up 
to say that Mr. Smith was waiting for his 
coffee. If it were not for the Smiths being 
here, I declare I’d leave Edward and go home 
to Papa and Mama. 

They think it perfectly dreadful to have 
us take boarders. 

Well, if they only knew it, the boarders, 
at least one of them, is a pleasure. 

Society meeting, indeed! Oh! I'll be 
revenged. I'll give the smoking jacket to 
Mr. Smith, and let Edward look to his 
**gubject ” for a Christmas present. 





Monographs. 





A CHRISTMAS LEGEND. 





’Twas the night before Christmas, 
And all thro’ the house 

Not a creature was stirring, 
Not even a mouse. 


Were the children fast dreaming 
Of top, hoop and ball? 

Were the parents a-scheming 
Surprises for all? 


Were the steeds of old Santa 
With impatient hoof 

Marking time in the moonlight 
Up on the tin roof? 


Was Santa Claus trying 
To unload his pack, 

With a view of descending 
The chimney so black? 


Not much! We repeat what we said— 
And we said what we meant— 

Not a creature was stirring— 
The house was ‘ To Rent.” 


A case of black ingratitude—when a negro 
robs his benefactor. 


The mane issue usually grows out of a 
horse’s neck. 


Doctors and shoemakers should work to- 
gether, one to heal the sick, the other to 
heal the sole. 


“‘T wish I were a muff,” said a disgusted 
poker player. 

‘‘Why so?” inquired his astonished friend. 

** Because then I might have a chance of 
holding a fair hand once in a while.” 


Woman, my son, is fond of mystery. That 
is the reason she can never tell a man right 
up and down she loves him, but makes him 
pump it out of her by degrees, like sopping 
up a wet floor with a sponge. 


Has it ever struck you, dear boy, that a 
dude resembles a pyramid, very broad where 
he touches the ground, and very narrow 
























































THE JUDGE. 





where he tops off? -And he knows just about 
as much as a pyramid, though he isn’t half 
so interesting. 

** And how is young Scharp?” inquired 
the returned wanderer, as he stretched his 
legs before the tavern fire. ‘‘I suppose he 
is as popular as ever?” 

‘* Wal, that depends on what yer call pop’- 
lar,” drawled a eet as he drowned a 
belated fly on the edge of thespittoon. ‘‘ But 
I ‘low he’s very much sought arter.” 

«Is, hey?” 

““Yaas. He robbed the bank of every 
blamed cent in it, las’ week, an’ the hull vil- 
lage is seekin’ arter him.” 


It is little things that rule our destinies. 
A brick, for instance, is small and harmless 
looking, but let it drop from a four story 
house on the head of a young man who is on 
his way to ‘‘ pop the question,” and see how 
it changes the current of several lives. ‘The 
young man is killed, his family plunged 
into mourning, his girl left unmated, and 
the census for the next dozen years probably 
deprived of a steady and legitimate increase. 
Just turn this over in your mind, my son. 





Her Name is Mary. 
My Sunday girl is quite as sweet 
As pinks or summer roses; 
Though Spanish girls are famed for grace, 
She'd give them points on poses; 
She’s fresh and bright from tip to toe, 
And good as she is jolly, 
She’s perfect every way—except 
She wants to be called Mollie. 


She plays the harp and violin, 
And dances just divinely; 

In French and German she’s at home, 
And paints and models finely; 

She’s up in science, physics, art, 
Sut hugs one little folly— 

She thinks that ‘* Mary’s” cold and flat, 
And wants to be called Mollie. 
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Santa Craus—‘‘ That's too high-toned for these 
Democratic times.” 
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BIZINESS ISH BIZINESS IN BAXTER STREET. 


Mrs. Levy—‘‘ Vy, how you look once, Mr. Moonshiner.” 

Mr. MoonsHINER—‘“ Vell, you see, Mrs. Levy, 1 makes mineself dose ways, und mine 
boy, Iky, tells dose gustomers as I was William Vanderbilt, und I buy dis clothes by mine 
store oud, und das was biziness; Moonshiner vas too smooth for the flies to stand on, don’t it? ” 


Classics. 


I. PLUTO. ° 


Pluto is often wrongly confounded with 
Plato; they were not related. He was pres- 
ident of the lower regions, and so impudent 
that several allusions to his ‘Iron cheek ” 
still remain on record. He was chief of the 
Grand Lodge of Dynamiters in his realms 
(their most flourishing one). 

The only access to Pluto’s territory is by 
the Styx Ferry. Charon is pilot of the new 
steam tug that draws the barge over; it is 
the original “‘light fantastic tow” boat 
mentioned by Milton. Pluto is immortal, 
so there is not room here for his complete 
biography. 

II, ULYSSES. 
Ulysses was the man who led the Cyclops 


into a course of vinous indulgence. His | 
wife sat up for him an unexampled number | 


of nights. | He took a leading part in the 
siege of Vicks I mean Troy. 

After this he didn’t know what to do with 
himself, so he travelled in Europe a while. 
When he came back his friends didn’t know 
what to do with him. 





but the latest report is that he will travel 
with P. T. Barnum next summer. 


lll. ORPHEUS. 
In compressing the biography of this great 


There was talk of | 
running him for the office of Grand Mogul, | 


man into a few words, I will merely men- 
tion the most striking incidents in his 
vareer. 

Orpheus was born early in life, and soon 
attained everlasting fame as the original 
hand-organ man. It was erroneously sup- 
posed that when he played all the trees in 
the vicinity would come, by various rowées, 
to hear him, so skilful was he in the various 
branches of his profession; it is true that 
they did move, but in a contrary direction. 
At the first note they would pack their 
trunks and leave. On this account he was 
often employed to clear timber land. 

Orpheus invented the hand-organ. The 
monkey, the natural accompaniment of that 
instrument, was invented later. Orphens 


also wrote ‘‘ Pinafore.” Then he died. 
PAUL EATON, 





‘‘Do you know that the girls at Vassar 
are doing all they can to break up the col- 
| lege foot-ball?” asked a Harvard man of a 
Yale student. 
**No I hadn’t heard about it.” 
| ‘* Well, they are. At a recent match they 
| sent down a foot-ball tied up in blue ribbons 
and all that. Well, the man who gave it 
the first kick, maimed himself for life.” 
**Good gracious! What was it made of?” 
‘* Why, it was one of their sponge-cakes,” 
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CHRISTMAS STUFFING. 





MorneR—‘‘ Why, you are surely not hungry after 


eating such a big dinner?” 
Son-—‘‘ Not ‘ractly h ungry, hut 1’ ve got an all gone 
Seeling, just as if the dinner wasn't there!” 


Shopping. 

WHEN a woman goes a shopping— 
Home and its surroundings dropping— 
The propensity outcropping 

With a vim and startling vigor 

In the early days of spring, 
She'll go further for a collar, 
Worth a tenth of a ‘‘trade” dollar— 
If she won't, I hope to holler— 

Than a man who wants a wig, or— 


Venture I to say—a “sling!” 


Up and down the streets she'll travel— 
How she will, as ’twere, ‘‘ scratch gravel” 
Not that I, regardless, cavil 
When she hears of ‘‘ bargains truly,’ 
Say a mile uptown or down; 
Rush to get there ere the buyers 
On the wing—and all are flyers, 
Like herself, none ever tires 
Gobble all the ‘* bargains ” newly 
Advertised by Jones & Brown! 


If too late, how disappointed 
Are the ‘“ quite disjointed, 
] may say, in mind; anointed, 

As it were, with oil of sorrow, 


shoppers; ” 


Spread on thick, a coating stout; 
Frowns they summon black as thunder— 
Is that black, I really wonder!— 
And their tongue cannot keep under 
Good control—would they could borrow 
Some discretion—but ‘let out!” 


Ten to one, if they're in season, 
They'll get huffed ‘thout rhyme or reason, 
And pronounce it highway treason, 

Advertising bargains thusly, 

When there's ‘‘ not a bargain there!” 
Or, perchance, will come, and, meeting, 
As they think, with ‘‘ bargains "—cheating 
They themselves—buy silk or sheeting, 

At a price ridiculously 

High for goods of that compare! 


Yet is shopping awful jolly— 

Save to those who buy in folly, 

Reaping later melancholy— 
When the shopper, wise and steady, 
Has a dollar at her call; 

What with guying sheets or shirting, 

There is something more diverting— 

"Tis a little pensive flirting, 
Now and then, with salesmen ready— 
But you ladies know it all! 


Dan. DELYOonN. 
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“THE JUDGE” NOT LEFT. 


Some of our pictorial contemporaries have pic- 
tures of big-eyed, high-instepped, short-waisted, big 
plum-pudding women, carrying a plum-pudding, so 
Tue JUDGE presents one, to keep up with the times. 


Mrs. Agrippa’s Christmas Gifts. 


Mrs. AGRIPPA is rich widow. 

She is a devout worshipper at a fashionable 
chureh on Fifth Avenue, and Christmas 
time always causes her heart if not her pocket 
to overflow. 

She believes in placing her money where it 
will do the most good—to herself, and she 
selects her Christmas presents with great 
care and discretion. 

But Christmas gifts, like the best laid 
plans of mice and men, gang oft agley, and 
this year they have left Mrs. Agrippanaught 
but grief and pain, and no joy at all. 

You see, she started off to do her Christ- 
mas shopping very much as usual—and 
ordered everything sent to her own house, 
and she intended tosuperintend the distribu- 
tion of her gifts afterward. 

For one of her sisters, who is poor, and 


| who lives on the old home-stead, she pur- 
| chased a beautiful calico gown. 


Price, one 
dollar for the dress patern. 

** Poor dear Maria will be so grateful, and 
will so enjoy making it up,” says Mrs. Agrip- 
pa to herself. 

For her dear friend Mrs. Golconda, who 
occupies a palatial mansion on the Avenue, 
Mrs. Agrippa purchased a lovely Cameo 
bottle. Price, at Tiffany’s, four hundred 
dollars. 

A set of silver-backed brushes was chosen 
for another dear and wealthy friend. 

For her butler, her maid, and her other 
servants, she set aside sums of money ap- 
propriate to their various stations in her 
house-hold, and she placed a two dollar bill 


| and a Christmas card in an envelope to be 
| addressed to her old and feeble father. 


| 


Mrs. Agrippa always lays in a choice stock 
of Christmas cards for various impecunious 
relations. 


“Uncle John” is old and infirm. He 
has no house of his own, but spends his time 
visiting (!) various relations almost as poor 
as himself. For him Mrs. Agrippa selected 
a Christmas card bearing the following in- 
scription, ‘‘ The foxes have holes and the 
birds of the air have nests, but the son of 
man hath not where to lay his head. A 
Merry Christmas.” 

She supplemented this gift with a box of 
wooden tooth-picks. As Uncle John hasn’t 
a tooth in his head, the tooth-picks would 
have done him as much good as would the 
Christmas card, but unfortunately for Mrs. 
Agrippa, the poor man never received either. 
When the proper time came for distributing 
these and other articles, Mrs. Agrippa 
ordered her daughter Leonie to write the ad- 
dresses on the presents. 

Now Miss Leonie, aged fifteen, had other 
fish to fry that morning, and she didn’t at 
all fancy giving up a promenade on the Ave- 
nue, to stay home and write superscriptions 
on brown paper. But her Mama’s orders 
were imperative, 

Well, revenge is as sweet to fifteen year 
olds as it is to those whose age causes the 
figures to be reversed, and Miss Leonie, with 
yremeditated malice, made a fine mess of 
a Mama’s Christmas gifts. Mrs. Goleonda 
received the calico gown, and Aunt Maria 
got the Cameo bottle. Uncle John got the 
silver-backed brushes, and the butler re- 
ceived the Christmas card and the tooth- 
picks, while Mama’s maid, whom Leonie al- 
ways hated, got the two dollar bill. 

The result was what might have been ex- 
pected. The maid and the butler have given 
warning, and so have two other servants. 
Leonie’s own maid, the coachman, and the 
cook are all right. Leonie had taken care 
that her own favorites shall be kindly dealt 
with. 

Mrs. Golconda gave Mrs. Agrippaa vacant 
stare when they passed each other ariving, 
and Mrs. Agrippa can’t understand it ut 
all. 

What Maria will do with the bottle we 
know not, and Uncle John will find small 
use for silver brushes, or in fact for any 
brushes on his old bald pate, but Papa can 
use the money he received to shingle the 
barn and house, and will have some left be- 
sides. He is quite overwhelmed at his 
daughter’s munificence, while Mrs. Agrippa 
has met with so many annoyances that she 
declares this is the very worst Christmas she 
ever knew, and Leonie smiles serenely. 








A CANNIBAL CHRISTMAS. 





What a merry merry Christmas some of our mis- 
sionaries on the coast of Africa must have, 












































DEMOCRATIC SANTA CLAUS—“Ha! Ha! I’ve 
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THE JUDGE. 








UNUSUALLY 
nounced at all the theatres to counter-balance 
the various distractions of Christmas week. 


strong attractions are an- 


Fashionable females are so busy embroider- 
ing pen-wipers, and finishing off crazy pillows 
for their gentlemen friends, that nothing 
short of a novelty, or an unusually good 
performance, will induce them to waste their 
precious moments on opera or theatre. 

The fair creatures absorbed 
over their fancy-work that their masculine 
admirers, finding themselves playing second 
fiddles to embroidery, silks, and thimbles, 
take refuge at the club or cafe, and then do 


become so 


heart’s stockings on Christmas morning with 
all sorts of valuable gifts and expensive 
trifles. 

In return they receive large additions to 
their already extensive assortment of scrap- 
baskets, pin-cushions, crazy-quilts, matsetc., 
and then the excitement ceases. 

Now, if on this Christmas day of our Lord, 
1884, any New York swell finds he has not 
been sufficiently quilted,  slippered, or 
cushioned, he may lay part of the blame to 
Aimee. 


The little French woman has charmed be- | 


fore, but never so wisely as in this her new 
play, and, in the face of countless obstacles, 
she has succeeded in luring a multitude of 
industrious females from their crochet-hooks, 
and dlase men from their billiard cues. 

The play that Messrs. Je ssop and Gill 
have written for her fits her as well as do 
her exquisite silken hose, and she looks as 
she always has, ‘‘ pretty as a picture,” Her 
accent is piquante and altogether she has 
made as big a hit in New York as she has in 
other cities. 

Her support is good, but the fact that 
pleases her audience best is that Aimee is on 
the stage most of the time. 

The second act is the strongest of the three, 
and here Aimee has a chance to show all her 
talents. She can sing, she can dance, she 
can flirt, and look saucy. Her spirits never 
flag, but perhaps the reason her heart keeps 
so light is because her pockets are growing 
correspondingly heavy, for Aimee has a share 
in the profits of the play, and the play has 
been making money ever since it started out 
last September. 

The authors of the piece are enjoying life 
also. Another play of theirs, ‘‘ In Para- 
dise,”’ 
Grand Opera House. Last week the 
Florences were in Brooklyn playing in ‘“‘Our 
Governor,” also written by Jessop and Gill. 

Mr. Gill’s ‘‘ Adonis” is still on at The 
Bijou, and ‘ Billy” has scored a hit with his 
new burlesque ‘‘ Two Bad Men.” 

** Prince Methusalem” has been revived at 
The Casino. The cast is very different from 
the one that was first given in this opera. 
Now Bertha Ricci is the Prince and Rosalba 
Beecher is endeavoring to fill the place that 
Lily Post formerly occupied. 











is being done by Raymond over at the | 





** Love on Crutches” has made a hit at 
Daly’s, and ‘‘ Three Wives” has been so well 
received at The Union Square, that the play 
will soon be placed on the road. 

For want of something better to do, several 
managers have been having little differences 
with members of their companies. 

Sam’! of Posen Curtis has been indulging 
his belligerent proclivities rather more than 
usual, and Dion Boucicault and his leading 
man have come to quarrel. 

Kate Claxton has again escaped from fire. 
This time it was at Oil Oityy which might 
be considered an inflamable town. Kate 
was playing in ‘‘ A Sea of Ice” when the cry 
of fire was sounded. Great excitement for a 
brief period, flames were extinguished, no- 
body hurt, and more gratuitous advertise- 
ment added to the list. 

A one-act operetta called ‘‘Gandolfo” now 
proceeds ‘‘An Adamless Eden” at The 
Comedy, and success attends the perform- 
ances at Koster and Bial’s. 

The Madison Square Theatre Company in 
‘‘A Private Secretary” have now reached the 
Novelty Theatre, Brooklyn, and ‘‘ Called 
Back” has got as far as Harry Miner’s 
People’s Theatre in the Bowery. 

Ristori, the great, has commenced her fare- 


hee star 7“, oF 
penance for their sins by filling their sweet- | ¥' ll performances in English at The Star 


bd 


*‘Elizabeth,” ‘* Mary Stuart,” and “ Marie 
Antoinette,” are all billed for the ‘‘ Queen 
of Tragedy.” 

Dr. Damrosch still wields the baton at the 
Metropolitan, but Patti, after being dined 
and wined at The Brunswick by a coterie of 
New York impressarios and newspaper men, 
has ceased to warble at the Academy. 





Caught Him in the Act. 


Creditor—‘‘ Were you successful, Sheriff, 
in your hunt for Collins, the tragedian?” 

Sheriff—‘“‘ Oh, yes.” 

**Got him, did you? Well, was he wear- 
ing the clothes he got of me?” 


** Yes; I caught him in the act.” 





A Noisy Neighborhood. 








A CHRISTMAS 





CATCH. 
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A Literary C1 


FOOD. 


ank’s Christmas. 











‘*My dear, I’m afraid we shall have to 


move out of this neighborhood.” 

“‘ Why, my love? ” 

‘* There is such a fearful racket kept up 
all day at the deaf and dumb asylum, that I 
can’t hear myself think. Then, last night 
it was kept up to a very late hour.” 

‘What was going on?” 

‘« They were rehearsing a pantomime for 
Christmas.” 





Accountable for Various Things. 

‘* LOTTIE, my dear; I wish you would try 
and keep the kid quiet. I come home eve- 
nings and sit down to read the paper, and 
the baby commences a frightful yelling. 
Won’t you see what’s the matter with him?” 

The wife goes out, and the howling ceases, 
after which she re-enters the room. 

‘* What was it?” finally ventures the hus- 
band. 

‘The baby had the Talmage telephone 
to its ear.” 





A PROBABLE CONVERSATION Lone AGo. 
—‘*Will you be my Christmas Eve?” ‘I 


| don’t care, Adam.” 


THE man who gets a drink of whiskey 
while hurrahing for a candidate, may say, 
with truth, he had it on the hip. 








Bishée P = 








ANXIOUS 
Waiting 


SUSPENSE. 


for their Christmas Dinner. 
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FesTIvVE ALLIGATOR— 
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THE JUDGE. 





The 


Not MackKay’s. 


Inquiry. 








TELL me—ye old toper, that in the gutter lay— 

Know ye not some place; some saloon not far away; 

Where they keep whiskey we can beg, buy, or 
borrow, 

give us sucha head-ache on the 
morrow? 

The old fellow sighed, and dropped his face low; 

Shook his head sadly, and hic-coughed ‘‘ No!” 


That will not 


Tell me—ye old soaker, with such a shining face— 

Know ye not a bar in some secluded place 

Where we can get some liquor that will not paint 
the nose 

With such a gorgeous color as the red, red rose? 

The old soaker mumbled in a perpetual flow; 

Thought for a moment, and answered ‘‘ No!” 


Tell me—you gentleman with such a portly build 
Who, for the last ten years with lager has been 
filled— 

Know ye not some brewery that makes a kind of 
grog 

That will not inflate us like an antiquated frog? 

The old beer-bloat sighed and looked down at his 
bow- 

Window; thought a moment and blushed to answer— 


“Hel” 


has made this 
theme your study— 


Tell me—ye old philosopher, who 

Know ye not some way to make me strong and ruddy; 

To bring my system back to its normal condition; 

To drive away this headache and save me from per- 
dition? 

The philosopher answered in a melancholy tone: 

‘The only way I know, young man, is to let ‘the 


stuff’ alone.” 
E. P. A. 





Prizes Offered. 


Tue Society for the Promotion of the 
Difficult, and the Encouragement of the 
Impossible offers prizes for the following 
papers. 

A non-scientific essay on sociology, which 
shall contain no unkind cut at the dude. 
(H. Spencer not allowed to compete). 

Six consecutive newspaper paragraphs, 
written anywhere south of the forty-first 
parallel, all of which shall successfully re- 
sist the temptation to be amusing at tne ex- 
pense of the Boston-girl-of-the period’s cul- 
ture. 

An advanced essay, to be r-ad scfore any 
mecting for the “ elevation” of the »”gel sex, 
which shall not allude more than ten times 
to the “‘ glory of true womanhood.” 

A non-medical essay on the human cheek, 
which shall not drag in the book agent. 

A paper on Intemperance or Corruption 
or any other social screw loose which shall 
contain no ‘ growing evil” and no “ rising 
generation.” 

A two line newspaper paragraph, written 
on any subject lying within ten miles of 
Chicago, which shall make no mention of 
the Chicago girl’s foot. (If written bya son 
of St. Louis, the writer will get a return 
ticket and a bottle of Posey County ‘‘Illicit” 
free). 

A book twice the size of Webster’s Una- 
bridged, which shall give a clear and ex- 
haustive account of any financial question, 
and not leave the minds of ninety-nine in 
every hundred readers in a condition eight 
and one half times more muddled than be- 
fore they read it. 

A six line mention of any colored gentle- 
man of the South which shall contain no 
insinuendos on the subject of hen-roosts. 

A pamphlet giving a description of any 
modern ‘ paradise for the settler,” whic 
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GIFT. 


MORE THAN HE EXPECTED. 





shall omit to state that the ‘‘ nights are 
invariably cool,” that the winter ¢temper- 
ature, though the thermometer ‘‘ may oc- 
casionly fall” to forty or fifty below, is 
rather milder than the temperature of 
Charleston, S. C., owing to “ certain climatic 
conditions,” whereby the isotherms, etce., 
etc.; and which shall further omit to state 
that the said paradise “‘ only needs capital 
and emigration to develop its resources.” 

A newspaper paragraph on double blessed- 
ness, which shall fail to inform us how he 
came home after midnight under a damaged 
hat on unsteady legs, and muttered some 
absurd excuse in the thickest language; and 
how she was ready for him with a withering 
remark, or a broom handle, or both. 

A truly glowing and warm-hearted news- 
paper article on the preternatural sagacity, 
the unfailing scent of the modern detective; 
the unquenchable honesty of the modern 
bank cashier and the overwhelming moder- 
ation and punctuality of the modern 
plumber. 


A village newspaper local item wherein a 


lean horse can figure without being called a 
Rosinante. 

An essay on the question: ‘“‘ Can Animals 
Reason?” in which the writer shall fail to 
mention that a gentleman, a friend of mine, 
who lived in the country, had a dog which 
ete. 

A traveler’s letter from Scotland, which 
shall contain no quotation from Burns. 
Same from Stratford-on-Avon which shall 
not contain the whole bones epitaph. 

A newspaper paragraph touching on the 
courtship of the modern youth and maiden 
fair, in which the old man’s boot shall fail 
to appear onthe scene as a moving force. 

An agricultural address, which shall fail 
to lecture farmers on their ‘“ unscientific 
ways,” and the necessity of ‘‘ adopting im- 


can’t tell a jocky-stick from a corn stalk, and 
never learned the difference between a Jersey 
cow and a wheelbarrow. 

** A few remarks” delivered anywhere on 
any subject in which the orator shall, at the 
outset, frankly confess that he is not taken 
by surprise, that he is not suffering from a 
bad cold, and that he never in his life felt in 
better condition to do justice to the subject. 

MACKHOWLY. 





The Horse and the Ass. 


ONCE on a time a careworn Ass 

Came trudging along a mountain pass, 

Nigh pressed to death with the load he carried, 
And scourged and spurred where’er he tarried. 


A high-bred Horse beside him trotted, 

Whose breast with white and brown was spotted, 
Whose mane was of a shiny black, 

He bore no burden on his back. 


‘* Ah, woe is me,” loud sobbed the Ass, 

‘* Bear half my pack along the pass, 
Have pity and help me with my load, 
My way is long, and rough my road.” 


‘* Help you!” the Horse with a roar replied, 
‘‘What, soil my skin to save your hide, 
Get along! you insulting low-bred flunkey, 
’Tis plain you're only a crazy donkey.” 
Soon under the burden the poor Ass fell, 
Upon the rocks with unearthly yell, 
The Horse kicked oi his sack and pack, 
But Alas! be broke the Ass’s back. 


Your high-born friends will pass you by, 
If for their aid you shall apply, 

And should they meet you in the town, 
Will kick you if they find you down. 


BERNARD J. KELLY. 





THINKING of what might possibly happen 
as a result, the Jast election is said to have 


proved methods,” bya lawyer or editor who | made St. John’s mouth water. 
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A CHRISTMAS COMPLAINT 


‘* Great Heavens! Christmas so soon after T hanks- 
giving?” 
Johnnie’s Compositions. 


Ill. 


THis week teacher tole me to rite a ‘‘ des- 
criptive”’ compozition, and here’s the one | 
read to the school. My girl says its just 
too lovely fer anything. Jim says its like 
baker’s cake, not moren half dun. But 
Jim’s prejudist. 

I couldn’t seem to find any name to fit it 
good, so I’ll jus’ call it 

‘*A MODERN 


ROMANS.” 


It was on one of those warm, sultry eve- 
nings so common to New England during 
the month of December, when a tall, shadowy 
looking individual mite have been seen pac- 
ing up and down beneath a electric lite post 
in one of the prinsyble streets of a large 
city. 

In his rite hand he carried a huge palm- 
leaf fan, on which was painted in bold an- 
tique letters, 

‘Compliments of 
WIGGLES, TROTUM & CO.” 


As he porzed and looked out into “ the 
blackness of the near beyond,” (one of 
Jim’s), a close observer mite have perceived 
the cold swet of perspirashun standin’ round 
on his fore-head in little groups, and dis- 
cussin’ the probabilty of his havin’ his hair 
cut. 

All of a sudding he uttered a deep grown, 
and drawin’ a glittering dagger from his 
empty watch-pocket, he held it suspended 
in mid-air. 

Jus’ at that moment a perliceman who had 
been saunterin’ along consumin’ peanuts, 
threw them to the ground and sprang at the 
spectrl and interestin’ figger, exklaiming 
** Hold, rash creature, what wouldst thou! ” 

‘«« Pick my teeth; any lor agin’ it?” replied 
the R. C. (that means Rash Creature). 

Then the plesman felt mean, coz he 
thought the man waz goin’ to commit susing- 
side, and went back mutterin’ ’bout his lost 
peanuts. 

The shadowy figger then replaced his 
dagger, and carefully arrangin’ the ‘cold 

litter” in his I, groped his way along the 
ited avanuze without takin’ any pertickler 
notice of the fierce street-sweepers, organ 
grinders, and coachmen what beset his dan- 
gerous path. A stern duly nerved his arm 
and propelled him, like folks duz the wheel- 
barrow sometimes. 


The gloom of dusky midnite rapped him ‘round, 
And nought disturbed the silence but a sound. 
* * * * + * 


While he is taking his course through the 








darkness, let us enter the palatial manshun | 
which was the resduns of the objeck of his 
thorts. 

Seated at a ate hundred dollar peaner 
hummin’ ‘ Mozart’s March to the White 
House,” sat a beautiful albaster colored girl, 
with dazzling Iz,and long trailin’ I lashers. 

Her delicatly chiselled nose harmonized de- 
litefully with that of a three hundred dollar 
imported Inglish pug, which blinked under | 
a little silk crazy-quilt beneath the instru- 
ment, while she dreamily shoved her wax- 


| taper fingernails over the bunches of ivory 


keys. 

A cheerful sandall-wood fire burned in an 
open grate, and the thirty-two foot French 
plate mirror at the farther side of the room 
seemed to smile as it refletked the image of the 
butiful girl, whoz snowy shoulders glistened 
in the fire-glow like a new china wash-bowl. 
Her sweet voice sounded like a seven-octave 
tenor, and was purer as tenor twelve ordnary 
voice, 

(This isapun. I wasn’t quite sure ’bout 
it, and ast Jim,who said I might parm it off 
by explaining the thing. I’m goin’ to leave 
it there anyway, coz its part of the story). 

Pretty soon a rapid step was heard at the 
front door, and the bell began to ring, like as 
if somebody was pullin’ all the wire out inter 
the street, 


When the pretty girl's foot-man, (Jim calls | 


this a Miss Nomer, coz the man was at least 
siz foot), went to the door, there stood the 
shadder I tole you ’bout. 

He bowed respectively and handed the 
servent the big fan whot had the description 
onto it, and ast him to deliver it to his 
mistress. 

When the girl, (whose name, I forgot to 
say, was Gertrude Minerva Whitewash), saw 
the fan, she uttered a miniature shreek, and 
come so near faintin’ that the six-footman 
had to use on her—the fan, not his foot. 

Recovered herself, she murmured with a 





A HASTY 


ANSWER 


Bor—‘‘ Help! Help.” 
Man— What you doin’ there anyway ?” 
Bor—“ Hollering for help.” 








TilE 


LANDLORD'S LOSS 


NEIGHBOR — ** Well, you are taking it 
cool, and your house burning right over your 
head.’’ 

SmitHo—‘* /¢ ain’t my house, its the land- 
lord's, and all my furniture is doubly covered 
by insurance.” ; 
gurgle‘ ‘‘Show him up, Snodgrass.” (This 

is a quotation from Mr. Dickens). 

She trembled when he took her hand, and 

in a agitated voice begged him to be seated. 
His immoshun corzed him to gulp like he 
had swallowed a tooth-brush, when he sank 
| intoa French roofed chair, to which she 
moshond him. 

Then they sat still and looked at each 
other in solum silence. 

The little Dutch clock, surmounted with 
|a gold headed monkey bearing the legend; 

‘*three times for five cent,” ticked away on 

the veneshun marble mantell peas. The 

sun sank to his usual evening localty; the 
| mune rose, and throwin’ its raz on the earth, 
turned everything to the color of yeast-cake 
rappers; the owls chimed gingerly into the 
tree branches, and the cheerful snow-bird 
humd his evenin’ hum,—and still tha sat. 

Jus at this pe riod of the story Freddy 
Vorashus Fuller rushed into the room and 
shouted; ‘‘ Johnnie, there’s a peddler’s cart 
| goin’ by, come on out an’ hook behind! ” 

Of course, | wanted ter finish my compo- 

zishun, but that peddler out to be ’tended 
to, and I finally conkluded that I mite az 
| well leav the heroz sitten there as enywhere, 
| for if nobody disturbs em’ they'll be there 
when I want um again. 


‘¢ CLYDE.’ 


Aw Englishman has lately married his 
launt. Being now his own uncle he will 
probably wear his watch pretty regularly. — 
Boston Post. 

‘THe line must be drawn somewhere,” 
murmured the tramp as he hauled in the 
week’s washing and withdrew to his haunt 
in the woods.—.V. J). Journal. 


A PHILOSOPHER says: ‘‘ No thoroughly 
man was ever miserable.” The 
philosopher will probably make an exception 
of the man who, at a picnic, suddenly dis- 
covers that he has been sitting upon an ant- 
hill.— Boston Courier. 


occupied 


‘Way, dear. Why will you celebrate all 
the time?” queried an affectionate wife of 
her husband who belongs to the successful 
party. 

‘*Shelebrate! Who’s shelebrating, hie, 
| only waitin’ hic, for the pos’ offish to come 
| round, thash all.”—/Hartford Post. 
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A Great Scheme. 
‘‘No, zir, gannod drust you for dot 
bants.” 
** Why not, Mr. Grindstein? ” 
** Pecause you never vill bay me.” 


“IT know, but I’ve got a scheme by which 


you can make some money.” 

“‘ Vat ish dot?” 

** You know Goldspeckle, your rival across 
the street? ” 

al iw 

** Well, if I tell him you. trusted me for a 
pair of pants, he’ll trust me for a coat and 
vest. Don’t you see? A coat and vest are 
worth five times as much as a pair of pants. 
You’ll lose only $4 while he is losing $20.” 

‘** Vell, on dose gonditions you gan have 
der bants.”—Chicago News. 





About a Crematory. 

‘Mr. Jones, has Mr. Bugsby got many 
cows now?” exclaimed Mrs. Jones, as she 
laid down the evening paper. 

**Cows!” exclaimed Jones. 
heavens, no! Bugsby don’t 
What d’ye want to know for?” 

‘* Why, I just read in the paper that Mr. 
Bugsby intended building an 
crematory.” 

‘* Well, a crematory ain’t to put cream 


** Great 
keep cows. 


chief in his mouth to look sober. ‘‘ It’s to 
burn dead bodies in.” 

‘*Oh! you needn’t laugh,” exclaimed Mrs. 
Jones, getting mad. ‘‘I suppose it wasn’t 
you who asked me the other day if vou 
couldn’t wear crape for a deceased friend in 
the evening just as well as in the mourning.” 
— Williamsport Breakfast Table. 





’Twas Not His Fault. 


‘Do you know,” said an extremely viva- 


cious young lady to her excessively bashful 
suitor, ‘‘do you know, George, that young 
ladies like to be told they are pretty and 
attractive whether they are or not?” 

‘“*T would not think of telling you any 
such thing,” said George, gallantly, ‘‘ for 
your looking-glass tells you that you are as 
handsome as a picture.” 

“Oh, George!” 

‘“You have the prettiest face and the 
smallest waist I ever saw.” 

‘““The smallest waist! If my waist is 
small it is certainly not because of having 
been squeezed, George.” 

George fainted.—Somerville Journal. 





Why She Wasn’t Buried. 

OLD UNCLE BEN, the veteran stage driver, 
was an inveterate joker, and was fond of 
practicing his art upon the passengers who 
shared the driver’s box with him. One day 
his horses were toiling over a lonely country 
road, and just at night they passed a 
solitary farm house, a mile distant from any 
other and bearing the appearance of a lack 
of thrift. 

‘‘There,” said Uncle Ben, pointing with 
his whip, ‘‘there’s a woman been lying in 
that hous? for more’n a fortnight, and she 
isn t buried yet.” 

‘‘ Dreadful,” said the passenger. ‘‘ The 
authorities ought to attend toit. Hasn’t 
she any friends, and why don’t they bury 
her?” 

‘¢ Got friends enough, but she ain’t dead. 
She’s as lively as a cricket.”—Boston Globe. 


| needed buttons,” 


immense 


Kentucky Modesty. 

*‘How are you, General,” said a com- 
mercial drummer, addressing a tall man in 
green-glass goggles in a Kentucky town, 

“I’m no Gineral, ’m only a Kernil.’ 

‘* Ah, excuse me.” 

“Yes; that man over on the northwest 
corner of the stove is a Gineral. He fit in 
the war. Us fellers who stayed ter hum is 
ouly Kernils.”—Chicago Telegram. 

A Victim of the Crazy Quilt. 

‘*WHaAT are you doing, Mary?” asked a 
Somerville husband, addressing his wife. 

‘*T am sewing on a crazy quilt,” she re- 


plied. 
** Are there any buttons on it?” 
‘<é No.” 


‘I thought not,” he said; *‘ it wouldn’t 
be like you to be sewing on anything that 
and drawing a deep sigh 
he proceeded to fasten his suspenders with a 
half burned match.—Somerville Journal. 





Business is Dull. 
A COUNTRY merchant cought a thief going 
through his cash drawer. 
“Hello, there,” he sung out, ‘‘ what do 


) you want in that drawer? ” 
in,” said Jones, as he stuffed his handker- | 





| the eyes and dimple, ‘‘ Galled Back? 


**Q, nothing,” said the man, sheepishly 
backing off and trying to get away. 

** Well, don’t let me disturb you. Just go 
right ahead; you'll find exactly what you say 
you want. I’ve found the same thing there 
for the last six weeks.”— Merchant Traveler. 





The Exact Time. 





Ir is utterly impossible for even a snccess- 
ful presidential candidate to feel as im- 
portant as a boy when he is allowed to carry 
a watch for the first time. 

** What time isit, sonny? ” asked a gentle- 
man of a boy on an Austin street car. The 
boy smiled, and looking at his astronomical 
time piece replied: 

**Do you want the exact time?” 

‘Tf you please.” 

‘*In two minutes it will be three minutes 
of five minutes to a quarter past three,” re- 
plied the young man.” —Tezas S:ftings. 


9%» 





He Suggested. 

‘* HAVE you the late novel, Called Back?” 
asked a pretty girl, with the blue eyes and 
dimple, of the amateur book clerk, who had 
been in the store only a week. 

**Galled Back? ” returned the youth, 
struck momentarily but hopelessly silly by 
No, I 
don’t think we have; but.” he added, witha 
tremendous inspiration, ‘here is Nordhoff 
on Diseases of the Horse, and [I’ve no 
doubt—” 

And when the new young clerk explained 
to the proprietor soon afterwards how the 


” 





pretty girl had gasped and staggered out of | 


the door, and he wondered was she sick or 


| what ailed her, the proprietor muttered some- 
| thing under his breath, but whether it re- 





lated to ‘‘ frozen cool,” or ‘‘a frozen fool,” 
the young clerk couldn’t clearly determine. 
Rockland Courier. 





THE washerwomen of New Orleans have 


A Pointed Question. 


Mose SCHAMBURG is very slovenly in his 
personal appearance. Ike Levy met Scham- 
burg not long since, and looked at him 
steadily for several minutes. Finally he 
said: 

‘* Moses, I have known you now more den 
dirty years, and I vould choost like to ask 
you a kevestion, ven you don’t be offended.” 

** Vat you vants to know? ” 

‘‘Who vears your shirts before dey vas 
dirty? "—Tezas Siftings. 





Annoyances of Flat Life. 


‘““My dear,” he said as he entered the 
house, ‘“‘ who is that gentleman across the 
street?” 

‘*T am not sure, but I think he is an old 
beau of mine.” 

‘* How long has he been waving his hand- 
kerchief? ” 

** Oh, more than half an hour.” 

‘‘ Is he trying to flirt with you?” 

‘*That’s just what annoys me. He may 
mean it for me or for the lady in the bay- 
window above. If it’s for me I ought to 
know it, and if it’s for her I’ll never speak 
to that shame-faced thing again as long as I 
live! Oh, George, you don’t know how 
vexatious and uncertain it is to have roomers 
above you. I wish we had alittle cottage of 
our own.” —Detroit Free Press. 





A Savage Custom. 


Most punsters deserve death in one of its 
most violent and unpleasant forms, but once 
in a great while one of them gets off some- 
thing worth reading or hearing, and we 
class the perpetrator of the following among 
the latter: 

The other day a commercial traveler was 
telling some pretty big yarns to his best 
Bloomington girl, and she was swallowing 
the chaff with an avidity indicative of a 
very poor acquaintance with the adverse in- 
fluences of hia calling, when he suddenly 
broke out with: 

‘Do you know, Ciceronia, they have a 
very queer custom in Philadelphia and Boston 
regarding the funerals of young girls and old 
maids? It almost borders on savagery, and 
if it were not worse than savage not to ob- 
serve it the people would rise up in their 
might and put an end to the custom.” 

‘* What is it, Damascus? ” 

‘*Why they bury two calves with the 
corpse.” 

‘** Bury two calves with it?” 

** Yes, two nice young calves with a very 
young girl, and two older ones with an old 
maid.” 

“* Now, Damascus, you are joking.” 

‘*No, I ain’t, Ciceronia. It is a God’s 
truth.” ‘ 

‘* What in the world do they do that for?” 

‘‘ Why, it would be brutal to amputate 
them.” 

** Amputate them! ” 

“Yes; you see they are the calves the 
corpse rode through the streets on during 


| life.” 


| around on calves in the public streets? 


formed a mutual protective association. As | 


afconsequence, celluloid cuffs are very fashion- 
able.—Hartford Post. 


‘* Now, Damascus, do you mean to tell me 
that Boston and Philadelphia girls ride 
Am- 
putate a calf! Why, the ideais ridiculous! ” 

It was plain she did not see the point, so 
he was obliged to tell her that they were the 
calves on which stockings were worn.—£z. 
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The Poetical Market. 


He came intoan Austin newspaper office, 
and in a very pompous manner handed the 
editor a document with the remark: 

“‘My friends, to whom I have read this 
poem, praise it very highly, so I have con- 
cluded to allow you to publish it for a reason- 
able remuneration.” 

‘“‘T can’t publish your poem, but I can give 
you a hint how you can make money out of 
it,” replied the editor after he had read over 
the verses. 

**T should be much obliged to you.’ 

‘Those friends of yours who admire your 
poem so much have got money, have they 
not?” 

**O, yes, some of them are quite wealthy.” 

‘Then you bet them one to ten that 
there is not a paper 
that will publish the poem, without being 
paid for, and you scoop them for all they are 
worth. Good morning.”—Tezas Siftings. 





Thin 1 Soup. 


ONE of the highest officers in the German 
army is very particular that his soldiers are 
properly fed. Te is in the habit of making 
unexpected visits to the barracks and in- 
specting the food in person. On one of 
these visits he perceived two soldiers carrying 
a steaming boiler from the kitchen. 


‘Put itdown. Fetch a spoon,” he com- 
manded. 
The astonished soldiers looked at each 


other. 

One of them rushed off, but reappeared in 
a few moments with a spoon. 

“‘T want tosee what kind of soup you get,’ 
said the General, as he dived into the boiler 
with the spoon, but as soon as he had tasted 
it, he spat it out, exclaiming: 

‘* What sort of devil’s broth is that? It 
tastes like dish water. What is it, anyhow?” 
‘** That’s just what it is, Your Excellency, 
replied the soldier, t’s the water the dishes 
were washed in.” — Tezas Siftings. 

CONSUMPTION CURED. 

An old physician, retired from practice, having had placed 
in his hat s by an East India missionary the formula of asim 
ple vegetable remedy forthe speedy and permanent cure of 
Cons sump tion, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all throat and 
Lung affections, also a px —— and radical cure for Nervous 
Debility and all Nervous ¢ ait after having tested its 
wonderful curative po Is of « 
duty to make it known to his s iffe ring fellows. 
this motive and a de sire to re lieve human suffering, I will send 
free of charee. to ail who lesire Ro this recip« in German, 
French or Englis h, with full directions for paring and using. 


pre 
Sent by mail by oacrns withs Ste naming this paper, W. 
A. Noyes, 149 Power's Blo Rochester, N. Y. 
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Ir is said that Patti has been in opera 
twenty-five years. We know, however, that 
she has sung forte.— Philadelphia Call. 


Aw Italian has succeeded in training a 
number of parrots for operasingers. Parrots 
are born with fine wardrobes, and very little 
else is required —Philadelphia Call. 

THE sign on the door of acity telegraph 
office represents a messenger boy in the act 
of running. The artist was undoubtedly a 


person of fertile imagination.—- Boston 
Courier. 

Hr—‘* What do you say to Christmas for 
our wedding day?” She—‘‘I say no, sir; 





you must be simple. Do you think I want 
to be cheated out of one set of presents? ”— 
Progress. 

De honey-bee is de miser 0’ insecks, yet 
his stinginess results in good ter de human 
family. De stingy man is de miser o’ folks 
but his stinginess doan do nobody no good. 
—Arkansaw Traveler. 


‘‘T HAVE found out spring’s secret,” says 
a poet in Harper’s. If he refers to some 
popular mineral spring, he has evidently been 
fishing in it and hauled outa keg of nails.— 
Philadelphia Call. 


Use a little judgment in buying Christ- 
mas presents. Don’t give your girl a pair of 
No. 8 boots, or purchase a looking-glass for 
a blind aunt.—Lynn Item. 

** Distrust that man who tells you to 
distrust,” says Ella Wheeler. And we do, 
Mrs. Wilcox. But, on the other hand, must 
we trust the man who tells ustotrust? Not 
by a jug full.— Norristown Herald. 


** BURIED by installments” is a Philadel- 
phia idea. Not that they bury a man a piece 
at a time as friends can afford; they allow a 
check to be drawn for one coffin handle at a 
time. This is of great benefit to the poor, 
who are proud of showy funerals—when 
somebody else is the corpse.—Hartford Post. 


“*T don’t see,” observed Mrs. Grap, ‘“‘why, 
when they are giving away all them offices, 
they don’t let women hold something.” 
“They would, my dear, but the woman 
won’t doit,” answered herhusband. ‘‘Well, 
I should like to know, John Grap, what 
they’ll let them hold?” He took his hat, 
looked to see that the hall door was open, 
and in trembling accents murmured, ‘Their 
tongues, my dear.”— Boston Post. 


A woop stove is not made of wood.— Bos- 
ton Post. Nor is a coal stove made of coal. 
Funny, isn’t it?—Detroit Free Press. And 
a snow-plow is not made of snow. Awfully 
funny, isn’t it? —- Bangor Commercial. 
Neither is a sponge cake made of sponges. 
Te, he!—Boston Journal of Commerce. Nor 
a head dress of heads. Ah, ha!—Salem Sun- 


beam. Nor a chicken salad of chicken 
They make it of veal, usually.—Oil City 
Derrick. 


How Women Differ from Men. 

AT least three men on the average jury are 
bound to disagree with the rest just to show 
that they’ve got minds of their own; but 
there is no disagreement among the women 
as to the merits of Dr. Pierce’s ‘‘ Favorite 
Prescription.” They are all unanimous in 
pronouncing it the best remedy in the world 
for all those chronic diseases, weaknesses and 
complaints peculiar to their sex. It trans- 
forms the pale, haggard, dispirited woman, 
into one of sparkling health, and the ring- 
ing laugh again “reigns supreme” in the 
happy household. 





| A MARBLEHEAD woman claims to have 
i returned from an eight-days’ visit to 

heaven and hell. They didn’t seem to want 
her in either place.— Boston Transcript. 


| NEVER expect any kindness from an in- 
grate. The man who undertook to educate 
a mule got kicked out of the stable for his 
pains. Ingrates are just like mules, aud 
more so.—Ch icago Sun. 


A POET sings: 


‘*] miss you, my darling, 
my darling; The embers burn low on the 
hearth; * The midnight chimes out 
from tne minster; and I’m alone.” Why 
don’t the blamed fool blow out the gas and 
go to bed instead of moaning at midnight 
and inflicting his complaints on newspaper 
readers?— Norristown Herald. 





Human Calves. 

An exchange says:—‘*‘ Nine-tenths of the 
unhappy marriages result from human calves 
being allowed to run at large in society pas- 
tures.” Nine-tenths of the chronic or linger- 
ing diseases of to-day originate in impure 
blood, liver complaint or billiousness, result- 
ing in scrofula, consumption (which is but 
scrofula of the lungs), ulcers, skin 
diseases and kindred affections. Dr. Pierce’s 
** Golden Medical Discovery” cures all these. 
Of Druggists. 
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| she sits down in it?—Brooklyn Times. 


| sunny South, 


| devil in Wartourg castle.”—Boston Globe. 


| defeated.’ 


THE JUDGE. 


Can any one o explain why a New E ngland 
school marm walks around a chair before 


‘“*THAT reminds me of my home in the 
” remarked a young lady who 
slipped up on a banana peel.—Brooklyn 
Times. 

‘*THAT miserable dog of yours howls all 
night long.” ‘* Yes, I know it, but to make 
up for it he doesn’t play on the piano all day 
long.” — Texas Siftings. 

ANTIQUARIAN —‘ Yes, literary men have 
been called ‘ ink slingers’ ever since Martin 
Luther plugged his leaden inkstand at the 


WomAn’s bangs are not always confined 
to their foreheads. We are led to this re- 
mark by the soul-splitting strains which in- 
vade our sanctum from next door.— Hatchet. 


‘* How to Live on a Shilling a Week,” isa 
recent work of great popularity in England. 
** How a Democrat can get office,” would be 
equally popular in this country.—Hartford 
Post 

THE newly-discovered fresh water lake in 
Canada is supposed to have been formed by 
the water squeezed out of stocks during the 
past twenty months.—Pitisburg Chronicle 
Telegraph. 

A SWEET gushing poetess asks plaintively; 
‘* How do the roses fade?” Although we 
have not read up very much on the subject 
we feel that we can truthfully answer, 
** gradually.”—Boston Post. 


WHEN a man falls into profound melan- 
choly, we would advise him to drink a better 
grade of liquor. Falling into sewers, cellars, 
and melancholy should prove a warning to 
all who imbibe.—Pretzel’s Weekly. 

‘* ARE you taking down the speeches ver- 
batim?” inquired a smiling individual of a 
reporter at a political meeting. ‘‘ Oh, no,” 
replied the young man, ‘‘I have too much 
respect for the speakers to do that.”—New 
York Star. 


Ir is related that a certain German maiden 
once presided at a mineral water fountain, 
at which there were only two kinds of syrup 
—vanilla and lemon. ‘To her came a young 
man and said: **T want a glass of soda with- 
out syrup.” ‘‘ Ja,” replied Katrina, ‘‘ boot 
vot kind of syrup you vant him mitout— 
mitout vanilla or mitout lemon? ”—<Albany 
Argus 


JonEs—“‘ Here isa singular thing i in the 
paper about Horace Greeley,’ 

Smith—‘‘ What is it? I always like to 
hear about Horace.” 

Jones—‘‘ This writer says that Greeley was 
never known to say ‘Good morning’ or 
: Good Evening,’ ‘ How do you do?’ ‘ Good 
bye,’ or inquire after anybody’s health.” 

Smith—* W ell, well! No wonder he was 
‘Philadelphia Call. 


* * * * 
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